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"If he does," Lewis added, "hell notice that we don't
come to bed.*'
"Oh, Willett will invent some lie,"
"Can't go on lying for ever."
"Anyhow," Ballater said, "we shall quietly suffocate."
The candle was put out. They lay in darkness on their
stomachs and waited. Lewis forgot that he was in the
tunnel, and the bitterness of his self-reproach passed from
him. We make ourselves, he thought, by struggle and
rule, but a force deeper than our will, deeper than our
consciousness, corrects our making. To cultivate the man
of intellect is not enough, for stillness is a quality of the
whole man. We are like the strings of a stringed instru-
ment wfiich, slackened in any part, are dead; they can
yield no music but the music proper to themselves and
then only if their tension be just. Each man must discover
the perfect tension of his being—in action or solitude, in
love or asceticism, in philosophy or faith—by continual
adjustments of thought and experience; and he asked
himself whether the particular seclusion of the fort might
not be a phase from which he was emerging. What develop-
ment of his scholarship would attend the fresh impulses
stirring within him? But if the tunnel succeeds, he added,
there may be no more scholarship. His longing for seclu-
sion returned, but for a seclusion that seemed to him, as
he strove now to imagine it, less wintry, more beautiful
and flowering, than that by which he had been bound.
He opened his eyes in the darkness and saw the
pale glimmer of the fist on which his cheek had been
resting*
"The trap-door is being opened," Ballater said.
The gleam in the tunnel increased.
"All clear now," said Willett, in the hoarse whisper of
ont who had a habit of conspiracy. "You fellows still
alive?"
Wceb passed in digging and alarms. That he might not
cease to read, Lewis imposed daily tasks on himself and
performed them, but he was restless and troubled. When

